186                   PRISON LETTERS
Your p.c.s are very nice.
Don't let f Squidge' or anyone else see me under
the present absurd regulations. As you say, it's my
funeral, and I'm dancing at it! A little patience, and
won't we talk! I feel quite capable of talking not
only the hind but all four legs off that belted ass, the
British Empire.
Do you remember O'Shaughnessy's poem, 'And
three with a new song's measure ?'1
Mrs. C. is better again, thanks to a filthy bottle, a
painted chest and being rolled in cotton wool for a
week. One of the few times I've known a doctor to
be of any use.
How's your health ? I hope electric treatment is
right. Watch it carefully yourself.
October 18.
We must take what you call an ' absolutist' stand
here, and giving an undertaking cuts the ground from
under our feet. Living up to your principles is always
damnable, but it is particularly necessary just now.
Madge could explain, if you wrote her. We are going
on all right.
Mrs. C. is really a little better at last. For the"first
time since we've been here, she seems really to be
on the mend.
My weight goes steadily up and I'm getting all
* round and rosy.'
We got some lovely marmalade left at the gate. I
think it must have been Patricia. If you come across
a pot of raspberry jam do send me one. Mrs. C. and
I make puddings out of spare bread and put marmalade
i One man with a dream, at pleasure,
Shall go forth and conquer a crown;
And three with a new song's measure
Can trample a kingdom down.